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| The Inquifitive Husband, or, theSubtle Or did He, flily Sculking, ft ay 


Parrot. 


I. 
Huf. Retty, pretty Parrot fay, 
(When | was away, 
Call'd forth by Bufine{s Yefterday ) 
What at Home was doing ? 
Par. With Chat avd Play, 


We were Gay 
Night and Day, 
) Good Cheer our Mirih vencwing § 
| Singing, Laughing All, 
| Pretty pretty Paul, 
4 


ae 
Hut. Was no Fop fo Rude, 
Bolaly to Intrude, 
ind ( finding ye in fuch @ Afond, 
Court and Kils your Lady ¢ 
‘ar. 4 Thing youknow 
Made for Show, 
Cali d a Bean, 
| "o du’t was always ready ; 
Lue at Aer Call : 
Pitty, pretty Paul, 


‘. 
clu. Tell me with what Air, 
Fle approach’d the Fair , 
ind bow {he cousd with Patience bear 
Lhe {aid and vtter'd ? 
| Par. He ftill Addrelt, 
Still Careft, 
| Kifs'd avd Prefs’d, 
Sung, Prattl’d, Laugh’d and Flatter’d : 
Weil recesw’d in all ; 
| Pretty, pretty Paul. 


4. 
t if. Speak it without Shame, 
If you know his Name, 
G, bow fhe usd tacal! the fame 
While they thus were Parling ? 
Par, Corntinuaily 
She woud Cry 
Tenderly , 
My Dear, my Soul, my Darling ¢ 
Ready too for All; 
Pretty, pretty Paul. 


Ss 
| Hof. Did he go away 
| Ai the Clofe of Day - 
Ve. 

‘ 


In a Corner, Dogging ? 
Par, The want of Light 
When ’twas Night, 
SpotPd my Sight - 
But fill | doubp bis Lodging 
Was within Her Cail 5 
Pretty, pretty Paul. 


6, 
Huf. What my Wife bas done, 
Let tt not be known, 
Vor ought divulg’d to any One 3 
Left we be confounded, 
Par. Then pray Sir go, 
Send that Beau, 
Where you know 
#/¢ may be Hang’d or Drownded, 
Left He, hearing All, 
Murther Pretty Paul. 





An Explanation of Mrs. Phillips's Rid-— 


dle in the laft. By 7. W. 
W Lovers Hate, and yet what Lo- 


vers Praife, 
And Women wear tho’ contrary to Eafe 
Are Stomachers connext, o Shape-corretting 
Stays, 


eanheseeed wr 


On Gelinda Walking in a Show’r of Hail 





FOve Lov'd the Fair, and (least lis Love 
JB Should fail) | 

Transform d Himfelf into a Show’r of Hail ; 
The prettyStones foon as they'd veach’d the Ground , 
To Kifs ber Feet woud often thence rehound ; 

fut when they cowd no longer tarry there, 

For Grief they thaw’d, avd melted to a Tear. 
Prodigious faght! It cow'd be thought by none 
That fuch Devotion Harbour’d im a Scone, 
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Oua Cook who Dy’d ere he ferv’de up 
Dinner. 


Eath, to compleat the Fiat, with Sawcy 

pD Force 

Seiz’d Mafter Cook, and. of bim made a.Coart ; 

And, aben be {truck bim firft, gave him fuce 
Owing ers, | 

Ele did not heave him Tyme to Lick las Pinger 
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To Mr. §. P. on his Poetrcal Couraxi. 


HE Bee from every Flower gathers Sweets 
Like you, and then, to form bts Cotnb, re- 
( treats 5 
But here ye differ, be with Lab’ving Thighes 
About the Flow’ry Afeads and Gardens Fits, 
Wiil{t Flow’rs to you their Sweets not only give, 
Lut fend the willing Tribute to your Hrve. 
a 5. &. 
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An Epitaph on Edward “foues. 


Eve lye the Bones, 
Bloud, Flofb, and stent. 

Of Edward Jones 

Tbe Prinver, 
Whoma Huff, 
For want of Stuff , 
Fairly took Snuff 

This Winter, 
Since he bas paid the Debt 
To all Men fet: 
Like an Old Gazettee 

Grown out of Date 
Vee" throw him by, 
Since be would Dye, 
E’en iet bim lye, 

And take bis Fate - 

Seven to Eleven, 
He’s gone to Heaven, 
4 Soul fo Even, 

What could binder ? 
Except fome Evil- 
Spirited Devil 
Prove uncivil, 

And fnatch him for bis Printer. 


~~ 7 
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The Pennylefs Barber. 


| Barber Swere ( whofe Subftance was but 
jmail) 

He'd ne'er a Crofs to Blefs bimfelf withal, 

Meaning no Pelt; reply’d an Arch-Phyfitian, 

You can’t be cenfur’d then for Superftition. 





To Si Wiliam R- 
“rom Martial Book XI. Epigr. XL.TIL. 





“T Here’s not a Drow/ie Alderman? th’ Town, 
But I'l} engage more Nobly (hall requite 

Belimanaick Meter on bis Beard and Gown, 
Tian you the mojt Elab’vate Lines \write. 

And yet your Workhip fii gives me fri? charge 
To write in Honour of your Patronage ; 

sind that my Thoughts upon the Theam be large, 
And jav’ring of the fmartne{s of the Age. 

Troth Sir, youbavele{s Con{cience than a1 urk, 

Jo put an honeft Afuje on Conjuring Work, 

To make Weltphalia Hams of Englifh Pork. 

















Love Given over. Being a young Laity’. 
Reply to her Parents who would hace 
forc’d her to Marry one fhe had an 4.- 
verfion for. 

' 
A S Cupid, many Ages paff, 
Went out to take the ir, 
And on the Rofey Morning Feaft : 
He met Ophelia there. “ 
2. 

A while be Gax’d, a while Survey'd 

Her Shape and ev'ry part < 

But as his Eyes run o'er the Maid, 

Her’s reach'd bis Little Heart, 


2. 
His Quiver flraight and Bow he took, 
And bent it for a Flight, 
But then by chance fhe caft a Look, 
Which {poil’d bss purpofe quite. 


Difare’d be knew not has to do, 
Nor bow to Crown his Love ; 

At laft, refolu’d, away he Flew 
“nother Shape to prove. 


, Si 

A Luftful Satyr ftraight return’d, 

In hopes his Form wou'd take : 

For may Nymphs for them bave Burn’ d, 

Buri'd' ’Caufe they cow’d not foeak, | 
6. 

Ophelia bad no fooner [py’d 

His Godfhip, Goat and Man : 

But loudly for Afjiftance cry’d, 

And jleetly homeward raa. 


qe 
Perplex'd at ber Affright , but more 
At’s own defeat, be Shook 
The Monjter off : Then fied before, 
And fivaight Man’s afpecé took. 

8 


He Smil‘d, Intreat‘d,Ly‘d and Vow’d, 
Nay offer’d ber a Sum - 

And Grew Itiportunate and Rude, 
As fhe drew nearer home, 


9. 
At laft when Tears nor ought coud move, 
He thus befpoke the Fair ; 
Know Cruel Maid Vm God of Love, 


And can Command Defpair , 
10. 


Yet Daign to Sue ! Ob! Blefs me then 


s you regard your Eaje, 
rey am King of Gods and Men, 
] give, and bant{h Peace. 
Il. 
Or be thou Love or be thou Hate, 
lnrag’d Ophelia Swore, 
lle nover change my Virgin State, 
Nor ever fee thee more. 
12. 
Exploded Love refifted fo, 
lint Pitty to Mankind | 
His Arrows broke, and burnt bis Bow, 
And left bis Name bebind, 
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